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as he used to be; but at least he hasn't killed himself, and
I don't believe he is going to. He inquired, warmly, about
Gladys, and said he had had a Christmas card from her.
His beans did more for Gladys than he realized. Her little
investment in Weatherby has given her something new to
think about.
The old man told me to-day that I had saved his life.
He was not effusive, however, and made the statement
calmly. I assured him I had been abundantly rewarded by
his friendship.
Perhaps you may think that this narrative is too trivial to
be worth recording, but I want you to know that I put a
great deal more into old Weatherby's salvation than appears
on the surface. To justify Louis's experiment, I talked
Weatherby's Baked Beans to all my friends until they thought
I was losing my mind.
Several times that winter, when I had occasion to get a
few men together for a business luncheon, we met at The
Pontchartrain and I insisted on their having beans. Tim
Watson was in on a number of these affairs. One day he
said to me, *Tm so damn tired of Weatherby's beans that
if the old fellow doesn't commit suicide pretty soon I think
I will."
It is two o'clock, and I am going to bed. I wish my girl
had come home. I do not like these late parties. It will be a
great comfort when I can put Joyce into Helen's keeping.